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Goodwill, Mr. Shepard. 


Lucy, his daughter, Mrs. Clive. 
Bliſter, and Apothecary, Mr. Harper. 
Coupee, a dancing-maſter, Mr. Laguerre. 
Quaver, a Gnging-maſter, Mr. Salway. 
Wormwood, a Lawyer, Mr. Macklin. 
Mr. Thomas, a Footman, Mr. Eſte. 


SCENE, A hall in Goodwill's houſe in the country. 
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VIRGIN UnMAsK- D. 
SCENE, A Hall in Mr. Guduilts bug. 


GooDwilLL ſolus. | 6d 
ELL! it is to me ſurpriſing, that out of the multitodes 
who feel a pleaſure in getting an eſtate, few or none 
ſhou'd taſte a ſatisfaction in beſtowing it. Doubtleſs, a good 
man muſt have vaſt delight in rewarding merit, nor will I be- 
lieve it ſo difficult to be found. I am at preſent, I thank hea- 
ven, and my own induſtry, worth a good roooo 1; and an only 
daughter, both which I have determin'd to give to the moſt 
worthy of my poor relations. The tranſport T feel from the 
hope of making ſome honeſt man happy. makes me amends for 
the many weary days and ſleepleſs nights my riches have coſt 
me. I have ſent to ſummon em. The girl I have bred up un- 
der my own eye; ſhe has ſeen nothing, knows nothing, and has 
conſequently no will but mine. I have no reaſon to doubt her 
conſent to whatever choice I ſhall make. Ho bappily mult 
my old age flide away, between the aſſection of an innocent 
and dutiful child, and the grateful return I may expect from 
a ſo much obliged ſon-in-law! I am certainly the happieſt 
man on the earth. Here ſhe comes 


Enter Luey.. 


Lucy. Did you ſend for me, papa? 

Good, Yes, come hither, child. I have ſent for you to 
mention an affair to you, which you, I believe, have not yet 
thought of. 

Lucy. I hope it is not to ſend me to a boarding-ſchool, papa. 

Good. I hope my indulgence to yon has been ſuch, that 
you have reaſon to regard me as the beſt of fathers. 1 am 
ſure I have never deny'd you any thing, but for Jour. own 
good: Indeed I have conſulted nothing elſe. It is that for 
which 1 have been toiling theſe many years? for which I haye 
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deny'd myſelf every comfort in life; and from which I have, 
from renting a farm of $500 a year, amaſſed the ſum of 10000 l. 

Lucy. I am afraid you are angry with me, papa. 
_ Good. Be not frighten'd, my dear child, you have done no- 
thing to offend me. But anſwer me one queſtion—— what does 
my little dear think of a huſband ? 

Lucy. A buſband, papa! O la! 

Good, Come, it is a queſtion a girl in her ſixteenth year 
may anſwer. Shou'd you like to have a huſband, Lucy? 

Lucy, And am I to have a coach? 

Good, No, no: what has that to do with a huſband? 

Lucy. Why you know, papa, Sir John Wealthy's daughter 
was carry'd away in à coach by her huſband; and I have been 
told by ſeveral of our neighbours, that I was to have a coach 
when I was marry'd. Indeed, I have dreamt of it a hundred 
times. I never dreamt of a huſband in my whole life, that 1 
did not dream of a coach. I have rid about in one all night 
in my ſleep, and metbought it was the pureſt thing! 

Good. Lock up a girl as you will, I find, you cannot keep 
her from evil counſellors. (Afide.] I tell you, ud, you muſt 
have no coach with a husband. 

Lucy. Then let me have a coach ben a . 

Good. What, had you rather have a coach than a husband? 

Lucy, Ham I don't know that but, if you'll get me 
a coach, let me alone, I'll warrant 1'll get me a husdand, 


AIR I. Thomas, I cannot. 


Do you, papa, but find a coach, 
And leave the other to me, Sir 
For that will make the lover approach, 
And I warrant we ſhan't diſagree, Sir, 
No ſparks will talk 
To girls that walk, 
Tre heard it, and confide in't: 
Do you then fix 
My coach and fix, 
I warrant I get one to ride in't, ts ride int. 


I warrant, ete. Eg 1970 
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ve, Good, The girl is out of het wits, ſure. Huſſy! who put 

1. theſe thoughts into your head! you ſhall have a good. ſober 
husband, that will teach you better things. | 

o- Lucy. Ay, but I won't tho” if I can help it; for miſs jenny 

es Flant- it ſays, a ſober husband is the worſt ſort of husband in 
the world. Fon | - ; 

Good. I have a mind to ſound the giil's inclinations. [ 4ſide. 
ar Come hither, Lucy; tell me now, of all men you eyer ſaw, 


whom ſhou'd you like belt for a | dusband? 
Lucy. O fy, papa,“ I muſt not tell. 
Good, Yes, you may your father. 


ter Lucy. No, miſs Jenny ſays I muſt not tell my mind to any 
en man whatever. She never tells a word of truth to her father. 
ch Good. Miſs Jenny is a wicked girl, and you muſt not re- 
red gard her. Come, tell me truth, or I ſhall be angry. 

t 1 Lucy. Why then, of all the men I ever ſaw in my whole 
zht life-time, I like Mr. Thomas, my lord Bouner's foctman, the 

beſt, a hundred thouſand times. ao ni ella 9 

eep Good. Oh, fy upon you! like a footman! 

uſt Lucy. A footman! he looks a thouſand times more like 2 


gentleman than either ſquire Foxchaſe or ſquire Taykeard, and 
talks more like one, ay, and ſmells more like one too. His 
d 2? head is ſo prettily dreſt, done all down upon the top with ſu- 
me gar, like a froſted cake, with three little curls ou esch ſide, 
| that you may ſee his ears as plain! and then his hair is done up 
behind juſt like a fine lady's with a little little hat, and a paix of 


charming white ſtockings, as neat and as fine as an white-legg'd- 


fowl; and he always carries a great ſwinging lick in his hand, 
as big as himſelf, that he wou'd knock any dog down with, 

who was to offer to bit me, A footman indeed! why miſs. 
Jenny likes him as well as I do, and ſhe ſays, all the fine 
young gentlemen that the ladies in London are fond of. are 
juſt ſuch perſons as he is. Icod, I ſhou'd have had him be- 


fore now, but that folks told me I ſhou'd have a man wich a 


coach, and that methinks I bad rather have, a great deal. 


Good. I am amaz'd! but I abhor the mercenary-temper in 


the girl, worſe than all, — What; child. - wou'd Es bave wy 
one with a coach? wou'd you, have Mr. Achum : | 


Lucy. Yes indeed, wou'd IL, for a cbacc g 
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Good. Why, he is a cripple, and can ſtaree walk acroſs 
the room. 


Lucy. What ſignifies that ? 


A I R Wully Honey. 


ben be in coach can be carry'd, 
What need has a man to go? 
That women for coaches are marry'd, 
I'm not ſuch a child but I know. 
But if the poor crippled elf 
In coach be not able to roam, 
Vi then I can go by myſelf, 
And he may Cen ſtay at home. 


Enter Bliſter. 
Bliſt, Mr. Goodwill, your humble 506k I have rid twelve 


| long miles in little more than an hour, I am glad to ſee you 


ſo well; I was afraid by your meſſage 

Good. That I had wanteo your advice, I ſuppoſe; truly, 
coz, I ſent for you on a better account. — Lucy, this is a 
relation of yours, you have not ſeen a great while, wy couſin 


Bliſter, the apothecary. 


Lucy. O la! I hope that great huge man is not to be my 
husband. 

Bliſt. My couſin is well grown, and looks healthy, What a- 
pothecary do you employ? he deals in good drugs, I warrant 
him. 

Good. Plain wholeſome food and exerciſe are what ſhe deals 
in. 

Bliſt. Plain wholeſome food is very proper at ſome time of 
the year, with gentle phyſic between whiles. 

Good. Leave us a little, my dear Lucy, I muſt talk with 
your couſin. - 

Lucy, Yes, papa, with all my heart —I hope I ſhall never 
ſee that great thing again, [ Exit. 

Good. I believe you begin to wonder at my meſſage, and 


will perhaps more, when you know the occaſion of it. In ſhort, 


without more preface, I begin to find myſelf going out of the 
world, and my daughter very cager to come into it. I have 
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therefore reſoly'd to ſee her ſettled without farther delay. I 
ara far from thinking vaſt wealth neceſſary to happineſs; where- 
fore, as I can give her a ſufficient competency, I have dcter- 
mined to marry her to one of my own relations, It will pleaſe 
me, that the fruits of my labor ſhould not go out of the fa - 
mily. I have ſent to ſeveral 'of my kinſmen, of whom ſhe 
ſhall take her choice; and as you are the firlt here, 9 
muy propoſal, you ſhall make the firſt application. 

Bliſt. With all my heart, couſin ; and I am very inved ob- 
lig'd to you. Your daughter ſeems an agreable young woman, 
and. I have no averſion to marriage. But pray, why do you 
think yourſelf going out of the world? proper care might con- 
tinue you in it «conſiderable. while, Let me feel your pulſe, 

Good. To oblige you; tho” I am in very good health. 

Bliſt. A little ſeveriſu. 1 vou d adviſe you to loſe a little 
blood, and take an emulſion, with a gentle emetie and cathar» 
tie. | | 


keep your phyſic to yourſelf, dear couſin, eErxit. 

Bliſt. This man is near ſeventy, and I have heard, never 
took any phyſic in his life, and yet he looks as- well as if be 
had been under the doctor's hands all his life-time. *Tis ſtrange; 
but if I marry his daughter, the ſooner he dies, the better. It 
is an odd whim, of his to marry her in this manner; but he is 
very rich, and ſo, ſo much the better what a ſtrange * 
tis! no matter, her fortune is never the worſe. 


AIX III. Round, round the Mill. 


In women we beauty or wit may admire; 
Sing trol, lerol, 

But ſure as we have them, as ſurely ** * _ 

Ob, bo, will they ſe? - | 

Abroad for theſe dainties the wife een roam, 
Sing trol lerol; 

And frugally keep but a plain diſb at * 
Oh bo, do they fo? 

Who marries a beauty, muſt hate ber when old; 
Sing trol lerol. | 

But the older it grows, the more precious the gold, 
Ob bo, is it fo! 


Good, No, no, I will fend wy daughter to you ; but pray 


| 
| 
| 
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Lucy. Papa has ſent me hither; but if wade not &r ry of 


= boarding ſchool, I am ſure I Hou d not have come; but they 
ſay I ſhall be whipt there ande husband cun't whis- ns, let 


me do what I will; that's one good ching 
Bliſt. Won't you pleaſe to it do, cout; by | 

Lacy. Yes, thank you, Sir. Since T muſty with you, 

IL may as well ſit down ab rr. Jide. 
Bliſt. Pray couſin, how do you fab d: ni to St 


Lucy. Find myſelf? I on: z VOY £ oildo 5 7 by) 
Bliſt. Les, how do ee How 
do you fleep- o'night's ? © © © rw cums ns 246) bus Look 


Lucy. How ? why opon my back, generally. 211 

Bliſt. But I mean, de yen flep without eee ? are 
you not reſtleſs? run 2895 sue or vod 49% 

Lucy. I tumble and toſs u gobd deal basetimes Wo 

Bliſt, Hum! pray how long do you uſually" wy?" as N 

Lucy. About ten or eleven hours. / 9003 19208 0930 | 

Bliſt. Is Four ſtomach good? do yo Aenne ef 
how often do you find in a day an inelination to eat? 

Lucy. Why, a good many times; but I don't eat 4 (great 
deal, unleſs it be at breakfaſt, dinner, and ſupper; and after · 
noon's nunchion. | 

Bliſt. Hum! I find you have at preſent no abſdlute need of 
an apothecary. 

Lucy. I am glad to hear that, I DET e 
my heart. 

Bliſt. I ſuppoſe, couſin,” your father we ene to you 
the affair I am come upon; may I hope you will comply with 
bim, in making me the happieſt man upon earth?” 
Lucy. You need not aſk me, = know I muſt do what he 
bids me. 

Bliſt. May I then 0 you will ales me your buband? 

Lucy. I muſt do what he'll have me. 

Bliſt. What makes you ery, miſs? pray tell me what i is 
the matter, Aw walks 


= 
>= 
* 
* - 
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Lucy. No, you will be itigry with me, if I tell yon. 
Bliſt. I angry! it is not in ivy power, I can't be angry with 

you; I am to be afraid of your anger, not you of mine; I muſt 
not be ubgty With" you, whatever you do: 
Lucy. What, muſt not you be angry, let me do what 1 will 
Blick. No, my dear. 
' Lucy.” Why then; by goles! 1 vin tell you——T hate you, 
and I can't "abide Joo. | 
Df. What fave I done to deſerve your hate? | 
Lucy. Tun tive dont nothing; but you are ſuch a great 
ugly thing, cün't bear to look at you; and if my papa was 
to lock me up for a twelvemonth, I ſhould hate you ſtill. 
Bliff:” Did not you tell me Juſt iow, 'you wou'd make me 


your husband? | 
Lucy. Tes, f L will for all that. 


4 ll 1 
Nor do mot tell papa nn 
Fer tho Ic“ abide you, Sir, | ae 


Nee ur 


Bliſt, Well, ing dane, Wen rest help 
chat, nor you cah't help it; and If you will not tell your fa- 
ther, I affine bs f will bot; belides,” my dear, as for Nkitiy 
me, do not give yourſelf any trouble about that, it is the very 
beſt reaſdh for marrying me; no lady now marries any otic but 
whom [he hates; bating one another is the chief end of matri- 
mony. Ir is what wok coupler a0 beſtre they are wenn and 
2 after it. I fanſy you have not a right notion of a 

1 ſuppoſe you imagine we are to be fond, . and 
— 2 another as long as we live. 

Lncy. Why, an't we? 

Bliſt, Ha, ha, ha! aut #61 bo! How ignorant it is! [fide 
Marrying is nothing but living in the ſame bouſe together, 


end going by the ſame name; while T am following my buſi- 
| neſs, you will be following yu? pleaſhre; ſd that we ſhall 


rarely meet with at meals, and then we are to fit at oppelite 
ends of the table, and make Fices at each other, 
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Lucy. I ſhall like that prodigiouſly—— ah, but there i is one 
thing tho an' t we to lie together? err Mi 

- Bliſt. A fortnight, no longer. is 201.081 . 

Lucy. A fortnight! that's a long ding: but it will be * 

Bliſt. Ay, and then you may have any one. elſe. 

Luey. May 1? then I'll have Mr. Thomas, by goles! n 
this is pure, la! they told me other ſtories. I thought, when I 
had been marry'd, I muſt have never liked any; one but my 
husband, and that if I ſhoy'd, he wou'd kill me; but. I thought 
one thing tho' with myſelf, that I cou'd_like another man 
without letting bim know it, and then a fig for bim. 


11111 


Bliſt. Ay. ay, they tell children ſtrange ſtories; þ + warrant 


they have told you, you muſt be govern'd by, your . 
Lucy. My papa tells me ſo. 


Bliſt, But all the married women in England will tell $A 


another ſtory. 

Lucy. So they have already, for they ſay I muſt not be 
govern'd by a husband; and they ſay another thing too, that 
you will tell me one ſtory before marriage, and another after- 
wards, for that marriage alters a man prodigionſly. 

Bliſt. No, child, I ſhall be juſt the ſame creature I am now, 
unleſs in one circumſtance; I ſhall have a huge _ of horns 
upon my head. 

Lucy. Shall you! that's pure, ha, ha, bat « a comical figure 
you will make! but how will you make em grow. 

Bliſt. It is you that will make em grow. 

Lucy. Shall 1? by goles! then J Il do it 25 ſoop as. ever 1 
can; for I long to ſee em! do, tell me how 1 ſhall do it. 

Bliſt. Every other man you. kiſs, I ſhall haye a pair of horns 
grow. 

Luey. By goles, then, you ſhall have hors no ng but I 
fancy you are joking now. * 


AI * V. Baf con. 
ge qutyil 14) v4 
Ac | "Al Sir , I gueſt. | _ 
Het > * Tas are a fibbing creature. 4 im hos 
nun. Becauſe, dear miſs, ** a 
15 tnow not hu man e r 
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Lucy. Marry. d men, I. a be, ſworn, | 
J have ſeen without horn. 
lim. 4 chill! Jon want art to unlock it : 25 it 
The ſecrtt here lies, =. 
Men now are ſo wiſe, 
Te [ry their borns in their pocket, 


Lucy. But you ſhall wear yours on Jour head, for, I ſhall 
like 'em better than any other thing about you. 

Bliſt. Well then, miſs, I may depend upon you. 

Lucy. And may I depend upon you? 

Bliſt. Yes, my dear. 

Lucy. Ab, dat don't call me G; 1 hate you mould call me 


. 6: 


Bliſt. Oh child, all marry'd people call one another my 
dear, let em hate one another as much as they will, 

Lucy. Do they? well then, my dear —hum, I think there 
is not any great matter in the word, neither. 

Bliſt. Why, amongſt your fine gentry, there is ſcarce any 
meaning in any thing they ſay. Well, III go to your papa, 
and tell him we have agreed upon matters, and have the wed- 
ding inſtantly.” | OA 3 

Lucy. The ſooner the better. 4 

Bliſt. Your ſervant, my pretty dear. Exit. 

Loey. Your fervant, my dear. Naſty, greaſy, ugly fellow. 
Well, marriage is a charming thing tho”, I long to be married 
more than ever I did for any thing in my life; ſince I am to 
govern, I'll warrant I'll do it purely. By goles, I 'll make him 
know who is at home let me ſee, III practiſe a little. Sup- 
poſe that chait my husband; and cod! by all I can find, 3 
chair is as proper for a husband as any thing elſe ;, now ſays 
my husband to me, How do you do, my dear? Lard! my dear,, 
1 don't know how 1 do! not the better for you ; / Pray, my 
dear, let us dine early to day. Indeed, my dear, I can —— 
Do you intend to go abroad to day? no, my dear! Then you will 
ſlay at home : no, my dear! Shall we ride aut? no, my dear. 
Sball we go @ viſiting? no, my dear I will never do any 
thing I am bid, that I a refoly'd; and then Mr, Thomaz, 
0 gobd! I am out of my wits. | 8 
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AIR VT. Beſly Bell. 
La ! what ſwinging lyes ſome people will tell ! „ 
1 thought when another Id wedded, | 
1 muſt have bid poor Mr. Thomas farewell... 
And none but my busband have bedded. 
But I find I'm deceiv'd, for as Micbaelmas day 
| Ts ftill the fore-runner of Lammas, e i 
So wedding another is but the right ß 
To come at my dear Mr, Tbomas. | 


Enter Coupee. 
Heyday ! what fine gentleman is this ? 

Coup. Couſin, your moſt obedient, and devoted bumble ſer» 
yant. 

Lucy. I find this is one of your fine gent, by bis not 
| having any meaning in his words. 

Coup. I have not the honor to be knows to _ couſin 2 
but your father has been ſo kind to give me aides to your 
fair hands. 

Lucy. O gemini cancer! what a bne cherwing man this] is? 

Coup. My name, madam, is Coupee, and I have the honor 
to be a dancing-maſter. 

Lucy. And are you come to teach me a i dinge? 

Coup. Les, my dear, I am came to teach you a a very pretty 
dance ; did you never learn a dance? 


Lucy. No, Sir, not J. oply Mr. Thomas taht we, one, 


two, three. 

Coup. That is a very great fault in your education, and it 
will be a great happineſs for, you to amend it, by having a 
dancing- -maſter for your husband. 

Lucy. Yes, Sir, but I am not to have 3 dancing-maſter ; 
my papa ſays, I am to have a naſty ſtinkin apotbecary. | 

Coup. Your papa ſays! what ſiguißes 2 &, your papa ſays? 

Lucy. What, myſt 1 not mind what my papa ſays? _ 

Coup. No, no, you are to follow your own inclinations. I 
think if ſhe has any eyes, I may venture to truſt * em. { Aſide. 
Your father is a very comical queer old fellow, 3 "wa $9 
Riad of a filly fellow, and you ought to laugh a t him. 
pardon the' for my freedom. 
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Lucy. You need not aſk, my pardon, for J am not at all 
angry; for between you and I, I think him as odd, queer a 
fellow, as you can do for your oe. I hope Dy: won't tell him 
what 1 ſay. * 0 

Coup. I tell him! 1 hate; him for his e —— of 
you; to lock up a young lady of beauty, wit and ſpirit, wich- 
out ever ſuffering her to learn to dance ! by, madam, not 
learning to dance, is abſolute ruin to a young: . ware 
he took, care enough you ſhou d learn, to read. 

Lucy. Yes, I can read very well, and ſpell too. e 

Coup, Ay, there it is; why now, that's more than 18. 
All parents take care to inſtruct their children in low mecha- 
2 things, while the genteel ſciences are neglected. Forgive 

e, madam, at leaſt, If I throw myſelf at your feet, and yow 
never to riſe. till lifted up with the elevating ſire of your ſmiles, 


Lucy, Lard Sir! I don't know, what to * to * ſine 


things——he's a pure man, ' ul ano) 
Coup. Might I hope to obtain the leaſt denk ol your: love, 
the leaſt ſpark, madam, would blow up. a flame in me, that 
nothing ever cou'd quench. O hide-thoſe lovely eyes, nor dert 
their fiery rays. upon me, leſt I am nne 

hope you will think of me? 

*. L (hall ik of ou mor hn Lilley 
f Look Lale. 

will you not "WA nd; 4 00299 wa but 
Lucy. La! you make me bluſh ſo, I know cod 0 fog, 
Coup. Ay, that is from not having learnt to dance; a dane 
ing maſter wonld have cur d you of that. Let me teach you what 
to ſay, that I may hope you. 24 e e // 2 
huedand, av St 1 : 2 

Lucy. do ex fn ths, 6 r brow 


©rY K 


AIR vn. Tweed b ich roy ! wal 


O preſs me not, Sir, to be wife | HOY BC dT 
To a man whom I never. can bates Slade] of 
1 | So ſweet. a fine gentleman's life.. 
bak now” he four "Ach te fot. mir Hitt a wo 
14 £3 7 65 1941 037103 
But fon „elend * 0 vad Le mide won 


Ungrateful I will not be ιe,́ͥ tions of hw 1 
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5 Fang 11 @ fortnight, and'then,  *' © 
And gow you Bal * I'm aum. 
i I. | | 

Coup. A fortnight ! ! bid me hs to the age of ui da 
Mr. What's his name, the oldeſt man that ever liv'd; live a 
fortnight after you are marry'd !{no, unleſs you! reſolve to have 
me; I will reſolve to put an end to myſelf, 

Loey. O do not do that, but indeed I never cart as 5you, 
and the afothecary — no woman marries any man ſhe does 
not hate. 3: 30. 
Coup. Ha, ha: ha! ach mean fellows as thoſe every fine 
lady muſt hate; but When they marry fine gentlemen, _y 
love them as long as they live. 

Lucy. O but I would not have you think I love you. 
aſſure you, I don't love you; T have been told I muſt not _ 
any man I love him. I don't love you, indeed I don't, 

Conp, But may I not hope you will ? 

Ley. Lard; Sir, I can't help what you hope; it is equal 
to me what you hope. Miſs * ſays, I muſt — give 
myſelf airs to a man I like. [Afide. 

Coup: Hope, madam, at leaſt you may allow me; the 
eruclleſt of your ſex, the greateſt tyrants deny not hope. 

Lucy. No, I won't give you the leaſt erumb of hope. 
Hope indeed! what do you take me for ? 1'll aſſure you! no, I 
would not give you the leaſt bit of hope, tho” I was to ſee 
you die bevel wid es. 1 is a one * to 11 one's Fel 
air s. 

— ang but my death will- content you,” you 
ſhall be ſatisfied! even at that price. [Pulls out bis kitt.] Ha! 
curſed fate! T have no other inſtrument of death about me than 
a ſword, which won't draw. But I have thought of a way: 
within the orchard, there is an apple-tree; there, there, ma- 
dam! you ſhall ſee me hanging by the neck. 

There ſhall you ſee your dancing maſter die, 
As Bateman hang'd for love een ſo will J. 

Lucy. O ſtay!—— la! Sir, you're ſo haſiy muſt I tell 
you the firſt time I ſee you? | miſs Jenny Flant-it has been 
courted theſe two years by half a dozen men, and no body 
knows which ſhe'll have yet; and muſt not 1 bo newer at all ? 


J will be courted, indeed ſo I Will. 


C 4 
3 
—— — by a «as 


ks © Na 
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Coup. And fo er eee 
d., „ Hs 1 A rn aft 105{[59 

Lucy. But will you. indeed? =: | 

Coup. Yes indeed; | but if 1 ſhould not ; there ee, 
enough that wou'd. 4 4 10 a 

Lucy. * I did . think, marry cnt ares been 
courted tho'. &fT eng 

Coup. Ther s all ien e dame eee »why 
there are abundance of women who marry for no other rea- 
ſon, as there are ſeveral, men who never court e 
ry'd women. newark 

Lucy. Well then, I don't ants care «if. Ido may you ; b 
but hold there is one thing but that does not much 6gaify. 
- What is it, my dear zus he Wotte 
. Only I promis d the,apothecary ju 3 — that's all. 


N01: 3& 31 


Coup. Well, Shall I oy then, and | put every thing in rea» 
dineſs ? $9 100 
Lucy. Ay, do, I'm ready. | nit 


Coup. One kiſs before I go, my deareſt | angel, and now 
one, two, three, and away," 7 wh "Ul [Exit. 
Lucy. Oh, dear, ſweet man] he's as handſome as an angel, 
and as fine as a lord. Heis handſomer than Mr. Thomas, 
and icod! almoſt as well dreſt. '] ſee now why my father wou'd 


never let me learn to, dance For, by goles! if all dancing- 
; maſters be ſuch fine men as this, I wonder every woman does 


not dance away with one. O la, now I think on't, he pull'd 
out his fidling thing, and I did not aſk him to play a tune 
upon't — but when we are marry d. Fil make him play upon't; 
icod, he ſhall teach me to dance too——he ſhall play, and Tl 
dance; that will be pure. O la l what's here? another beau 
Enter Quaver. | 

Quav. Madam, your ſervant. I ſuppoſe my — Sl. 
will has told you of the happineſs. he deſigns me. 

Lucy. No, Sir, my papa has not told me any thing one 
you, Who are you, pray? W 

Quav. I have the honour of dil diftane relation of yours, 
and I hope to be a nearer one. My name is:Quaver, madam: ; 
1 have the honour to teach ſome of the firſt quality to ing, 

Lucy, And are you ad. . to we . l 


oo — 
— 
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Quav. I like her deſite to learn to ſing. It is « proof of an 
excellent underſtanding. LAſide.] Yes, madam, I will be proud 
to teach you any thing in my power; and do believe T ſhall 
not yield to any one in the ſcience of ſinging. | 

Lucy. Well, and I ſhall be glad to learn; for keen 
told I have a tolerable voice, only I don't 

Quav. That, madam, may be acquired, a voice canot. A 
voice mult be the gift of batute, and it is the greateſt gift na- 
ture can beſtow. All other perfections, without a voice, ate no- 
thing at all. Muſic is allow'd by all the wiſe men to be the no · 
bleſt of the ſciences : whoever knows muſic, knows every thing. 

n ee then, begin to teach me, for I long to learn. 

| 'Quav..\ Hereaſter I ſhall have time enough. But at Preſent 

I bave ſomething of a different 'nature to _ to you. . 
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Lucy. Oh, I melt, I faint, I fwoon, 1 die! i 
Quay, May I hope you'll be mine ? 
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as Lucy. Will you charm me ſo every day? 
us | u. And cn night too, wy angel. 
all 


Enter Coupee. J 
hp Coup. Heyday : what do I ſee? my miſtreſs in another 
man's arms? Sir, will you do me the fayour to tell me what 

A buſineſs you have with that lady; _ 

Quav. Pray, Sir, be ſo good as to tell —— 
have to aſk. 

Coup. Sir! 
56. Quay. Sir! 
4 Coup. Sir, this lady is my miſtreſs. 
BY Quay. I beg to be excus'd for that, Sir. 
| Coup. Sir ! 

Quay. Sir! 
| AIR IX. Of all the r ele. 
I | Coup. Excuſe me, Sir; zounds, what d'ye mean ? 
' Quay, Sir, you miſtake me quite and clean; 

* Indeed, good Sir, not 1. 

Coup. Zounds, Sir, if you bad, I'd been mad, 
| | But I'm very glad that you dan f. 
I Quav. Do you challenge me, Sir? 

ak Coup. Not IT, indeed, Sir. 

| Quay. Tudeed, Sir, I'm very glad on t. 


Lucy. Pray, gentlemen, what's the matter? I beſeech you 
; | ſpeak to me, one of you, 
Coup. Have I not reaſon? did I not find you in his arms ? 
Quav. And have I not reaſon? . 
rr | 
AIR X. Molly Mog. 


Luey. Did mortal e er ſee two ſuch fools? 
For notbing they're going to fight ; 
5 J begin to find men are but tools, 
T And both with a whiſper T'll bite. 


With you T am ready to go, Sir, | 
III give tother fool a rebuf; [To Conpee. 
B 
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Stay you but a fortnight, or ſo, Sir, | 
1 warrant Pl} grant you enough. [To Quaver. 


Quav. Damnation! 


Coup, Hell and confuſion! [ They draw, Lucy runs out. 


Enter Bliſter. 
Bliſt. For heaven's ſake, gentlemen! what's the matter? I 
profeſs I am afraid you are both diſorder'd. Pray Sir, give me 
leave to feel your pulſe; I wiſh you are not light-headed. 
Coup. What is it to you, Sir, what I am? 
Quav. How dare you interfere between gentlemen, Sirrah ? 
Coup, 1 have a great mind to break my ſwerd about your 
head, you dog! 
Quay, I have a great mind to run you thro? the body, you 
raical * 
Coup. Do you — who we are? | 
Quav. Ay, ay, do you know whom you have to do with! | 
Bliſt. Dear gentlemen, pray, gentlemen. —1I wiſh I had no 
thing to do with you; I meant no harm. 6 
Coup. So much the worſe, Sirrah; ſo much the worſe, 
Quay. Do you know what it is to anger gentlemen! 


Enter Goodwill, | | 
Good, Heyday! what, are you fencing here, gentlemen ? 
Bliſt, Fencing, quotha? they have almoſt fenced me out of 
my ſenſes, I am ſure. wh t 
Coup. I ſhall take another time. t 
Quav, And ſhall I. | 
Good. I hope there is no anger between you. You are y 
nearer relations than you imagine to each other. — Mr. a 
Quaver, you was ſent out of England young; and you, Mr. 
Coupee, have liv'd all your life-time in London; but 1 aſſure 
you, you are couſin-germans ; let me introduce you to cach other. 
Coup. Dear couſin Quaver. ; 
Quav. Dear couſin Coupee. 
Bliſt. It's bat a blow and a kiſs with theſe ſparks, I 
find. h; 
Coup. I thought there was ſomething about him I cou'd not 
hut, cl 
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Good. Here-is another relation too, whom you do not know. 
This is Mr. Bliſter, ſon to your uncle Bliſter the apothecary. 

Coup. I hope you will excuſe our ignorance, . 

Bliſt. Yes, couſin, with all my heart, ſince there is no harm 
come on't; but if you will take my advice, you ſhall both im- 
mediately loſe ſome blood, and 1 will order each of you a 
gentle purge. 

Enter Wormood. 

Worm. Your ſervant, couſin Goodwill! how do you do, ma- 
ſter Coupee? how do you do, Mr. Bliſter? the roads are n 
dirty, but I obey your ſummons, you ſee. 

Good. Mr, Quaver, this is your couſin Wormwood, the at- 
torney. 

Worm. I am very glad to ſee you, Sir. I ſuppoſe by fo 
many of our relations being aſſembled, this is a family law- 
ſuit I am come upon. I ſhall be gled to have my inſtructions 
as ſooti as poſſible, for I muſt carry away ſome of your neigli- 
bours goods with executions by and by, | 

Good. I ſent for you' on the account of no law-ſuit this 
time. In ſhort, I have reſolv'd to diſpoſe of my daughter to 
one of my relations; if you like ber, couſin Wormwood, 1 
10,000 |, and you ſhould happen to be her choice — 

Bliſt. That's impoſſible, for ſhe has promis d me 9 

Coup. And me. 

Quav. And me. 1 

Worm. How? has ſhe promis d three of you? why then, 
the two that miſs her, will have very ou 2 againſt him 
that has her. 

Good. Her own choice muſt determine; and if that fall on 
you, Mr. Bliſter, I muſt iafiſt on your leaving off your trade, 
aud living here with me. 

Bliſt. No, Sir, I cannot-conſent to leave off my trade. 

Good. Pray, gentlemen, is not the requeſt reaſonable? 

All. Oh, certainly, certainly. 

Coup. Ten thouſand pounds to an apothecary, indeed! 

Quay. Not leave off his trade? 

Coup. If I had been an apothecary, I believe I ſhou'd not 
have made many words. 

Good. I dare ſwear you will not, couſin, if ſhe nary — 


choice of you, | 


C 2 
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Coup. There is ſome difference tho between us: mine is & 
profeſſion, and I ſhall not leave it off on any account. 
Good. I'l! be judged by Mr. Quaver here, who has been 


| abroad and forn the world. 


Quav. Very reaſonable, very reaſonable—this man, I ſee, 

has excellent ſenſe, and can diſtinguiſh between arts and ſciences. 

Good. I am confident it would not be eaſy to prevail on 
you to continue the ridiculous art of teaching people to (ing. 

Quav. Ridicylous art of teaching to ſing! do you call muſic 

an art, which is the nobleſt of all ſciences? I _ you a 
man of ſenſe, but I find 

Coup. And I find too. 

Bliſt. And ſo do I 

Worm, Well, it is ſurpriſing that men ſhould be ſach fools, 
that they ſhou'd heſitate at leaving off their profeſſions for 
210,000 l. 

Good. Couſin Wormwood, you will leave off your practice, 
I am ſure. 

Worm. Indeed, Sir, but I will not. I hope you don't put 
me upon « footing with fiddlers and dancing-maſters. No man 
need be aſham'd of marrying his daughter to a praQtitioner of 
the law. What wou'd you do without * who'd know 
his own property? 

Bliſt. Or without phyſicians, who'd x now when he was well ? 

Coup. If it was not for dancing maſters, men might as 
well walk upon their heads as their heels. 

Quav. And if it was not for ſingivg-maſters, they might as 
well have been all born dumb. 

Good. Ha! confuſion! what do I ſee! my daughter in the 
hapds of that fellow! 


Enter Lucy and Mr. Thomas. 


Lucy. Pray, papa, give me your bleſſing, I hope you won't 
be angry with me, but I am marry'd to Mr. Thomas. 

Good. O Lucy, Lucy! is this the return you make to my 
fatherly fondneſs ? 

Lucy. Dear papa, forgive me, T won't do fo any more. — 
Indeed I ſhou'd have been perjured, if I had not had him. — 
And T had not had him neither, but that he met me when ! 
was frighten'd, and did not know what I did, 
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Good, To marry a footman ? 

Tho. Why, look ye, Sir, I ce fn 9s but I. 
have good acquaintance in life. I have kept very good com- 
pany at the hazard-table; and when I have other clothes on, 
and money in my yy they will be very glad to ſee me a- 

in. 
* Worm. Hark ye, Mr. Goodwill, your daughter is an heir- 
eſs. IT'Il put you in a way to proſecute this fellow. 

Bliſt. Did not you promiſe me, madam? 

Coup. Ay, did not you promiſe me, madam? 

Quav. And me too? 

Lucy. You have none of you any reaſon to complain; if I 
did promiſe you all, I promis'd him firſt. 

Worm. Look ye, gentlemen, if any of you will employ 
me, I'll undertake we ſhall recover part of her fortune. 

Quav. If you had given your daughter a good education, and 
:let her learnt muſic, it wou'd have put 3 | 
head. 

Bliſt. This comes of your contempt of phyſic. If ſhe had 
been kept in'a diet with a little gentle bleeding, and purging, 


and vomiting, and bliſtering, this had never happen'd. 


Worm. You ſhou'd have ſent her to town a term or two, 
and taken lodgings for her near the Temple, that ſhe might 
have converſed with the young gentlemen of the law and ſeen 
the world, 


AIR XI. Buſh of Boon, 28888 
Lucy. Oh dear papa! don't look ſo grum ; 

Forgive me, and be good: 
For tho? be's not ſo great as ſome, 

He flill is fleſb and blood. 5 
IW hat. th” bet not fo fine as beaus, 

In gold and ſilver gay ; 
Yet be, perhaps, without their clothes, 

May laue more charms than they. 


Tho. Your daughter has marry'd a man of ſome learning, 
and one who has ſeen a little of the world, and who by bis 
love to her, and obedience to you, will try to deſerve your fa- 
yours, As for my having worn a livery, let not that grieve 
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you; as I have liv'd in a great family, I have ſeen that no 
one is reſpected for what be is, but for what he has; the 
world pays no regard at preſent to any thing but money, and Y 
if my own induſtry ſhou'd add to your fortune, ſo as to en- 6 
title any of my poiterity to grandeur, it will be no reaſon a. x 
gainſt making my ſon or grandſon a lord, that his father, or 
grandfather, was a footman, | 
Good. Ha! thou talk'ſt like a pretty ſenſible fellow, and 1 
don't know whether my daughter has not made a better choice, 
than ſhe cou'd have done among her booby relations. I ſhall 
ſuſpend my judgment at preſent, and paſs it hereafter, accord- 
ing to your behaviour, 
Tho. I will try to deſerve it ſhou'd be in my favour. ; 
Worm. I hope, couſin, you don't expect | ſhou'd loſe my 
time. I expect ſix and eight pence for my journey. ; 
Good. Thy profeſſion, I ſee, has made a knave of whom ' 
nature meant a fool. Well, I am now convinc'd, 'tis leſe difficult 
to raiſe a fortune, than to find one worthy to inherit it. 


My, We 


A I R XII, The Yorkſhire ballad. 


BLISTER, 


Had your daughter been phyſic'd well, Sir, as ſbe ought, 
_ With Bleeding, bliſring, and vomit, and draught, ' 
This footman bad never been once in ber thought, 

With bis down, down, etc. 


Cour Ex. 


Had pretty miſs been at a dancing ſc bool bred, 
Had ber feet but been taught the right manner to tread, 


. Gad"s curſe! twou'd bave put better things in ber head, 
Than his down, down, etc. 


QUAVER, 


Had ſhe learnt, like fine ladies, inſtead of ber prayers, 
To languiſh and die at Italian ſoſt airs, 

A footman had never thus tickled her ear g, 

IW:th his down, down, etc. 


le 
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Lucy. 


You may phyſic, and muſic, and dancing enhance, 

In one I have got them all three by good chance, 

My doctor bell be, and bell teach me to dance, 
With a down, down, etc. 


And though ſoft Italians the ladies controul, 

He ſwears be can charm a fine lady, by gole! 

More than an Talian can do for bis ſoul, 
With « down, down, etc. | 


My fate then, ſpefators, hangs on your decret ; 

JI have brought kind papa here, at laſt to agree ; 

If you'll pardon the poet, he will pardon me, 
With my down, down, etc. 


Let not 4 poor farce then nice critics purſue, 
But like boneſt-hearted good natur d men do, 


And clap to pleaſe us, who have ſweat to pleaſe you, 
With our down, down, ele. 


CHORUS, 


Let not a poor farce then, etc. 


A 
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THE END. 


